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Ee TO HIS 
ROYAL HIGHNESS 


GEORGE, 


PRINCE OF WALES, &c. &c. &c. 


THIS PIECE 1$, WITH PERMISSION, - 


MOST HUMBLY INSCRIBED, 
BY HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS's 
Mo- DUTIFUL HUMBLE SERVANT, 


THE AUTHOR. 


R FAC. 
— 


Tax following ſhort hiſtorical Tragedy 
was originally compoſed ſome years ago, 
and therefore can have no direct reference 
to the preſent times ; but, if any accidental 
ſimilitude ſhould occur, the inference-muſt 
be ſuch as is calculated to reconcile all 
parties; ſince Arviragus, the principal per- 
ſon of the Drama, is repreſented as a gal- 
lant warrior and patriot king, reigning over 
a free, warlike, and happy people: and 
both are repreſented as uniting their utmoſt 
efforts to reſiſt foreign invaſion. 


This Piece was meant to be calculated 
for ſtage effect, with a view to its being 

adapted for theatrical repreſentation ; and 
| EE b 3 >=. 


( vi ) 
it was ſo far flattered with the approbation 
of ſome firſt-rate critics in London ; that a 
diſtant attempt was made by the Author 
to bring it forward at one of the Theatres 
Royal in that metropolis ; but his ill-health 
and diſtant ſituation, in an, obſcure corner 
of Devonſhire, obliged him to deſiſt from 
the apparently arduous attempt, ſo that 
nothing remains, but a ſubmiſſion to the 
judgment of the public at large. 


Under the article of eminent critics, it 
would be glaring ingratitude not to ac- 
knowledge obligations to J. JERNINGHAN, 
Eſq. (a Gentleman, in whom the ſcholar and 
man of faſhion are happily blended) for his 
early approbation of the following Tragedy, 

as well as obtaining permiſſion for the high 
and diſtinguiſhed honour of this Dedication. 
And it is hoped that the moſt accompliſhed 
Prince in Europe may not bluſh to read the 
heroic tranſaCtions of antient Britons, in an 


early, rude, and unpoliſhed age. 
| „ 


( vii ) 
The Ode to the Warlike Genius of Great 
Britain being out of print, and much called 


for, ſome Extracts from it are added to 
this publication. 


EXETER, March 1, 1798. 


ARGUMENT: 


* ; 


@ - 


ARGUMENT. 


— — 


Abour the year 45 of the Chriſtian æra 
(a fabulous period of the Britiſh hiſtory) in 
the reign of the Emperor Claudius ; the 
| Britons being grievouſly oppreſſed (as Jeffrey 
if | of Monmouth aſſerts) rebelled under Gui- 
derius and Arviragus, the two ſons of Cym- 

beline, who died ſome ſhort time before. 

Upon this account, according to the ſame 

hiſtorian, Claudius himſelf came into Bri- 

tain : but upon the united authorities of 

Hector Boetius and Tacitus; he ſent Aulus 

Plautius with an army to ſubdue the revolt- 
ing Britons. But the Author, in compli- 

ment to Shakeſpeare, calls the Commander 

Lucius. It is remarkable that our immortal 

Dramatiſt, 


6 


Dramatiſt, who in his Tragedies of Lear 
and Cymbeline, has taken, in general, his 
hiſtorical facts from Jeffrey of Monmouth, 


ſhould introduce a Roman General of ſuch 


a name; fince there is no one exiſting re- 
cord that gives a ſanction for it. However, 
as this Shakeſpearian General has got poſ- 
ſeſſion of the ſtage; in the preſent Drama, 
he (and not. Plautius) 1s ſuppoſed. to have 
arrived at Kaerperis, or as the place was 
called by the Romans Portæ Caſtra, now - 
Portcheſter or Portſmouth; and not far from 
thence, on a ſpot that is ſuppoſed to be 
Southampton, one Levis Hamo, a daring 
Roman, went in diſguiſe, during a battle, 
into the Britiſh camp, and treacherouſly mur- 
dered Guiderius: upon this diſaſter, Arvi- 
ragus (a name * formidable even in Rome 
My * itſelf 


3 aut de temone Britanno 
Decidet Arviragus. N | 

WE 2 Juvenal. 
This Arviragus, is, by ſome hiſtorians, confounded with 
Caradoc, or Caractacus; and Hector Boetius called bim 
Pratngaſus+ a ſtriking inſtance of the confuſion. of the 
Britiſh, and even Rowan hiſtorians, at that early period. 


: 


itſelf, as is clear from Juvenal) with the re- 
maining troops, retreated into Wincheſter, 


where he made fo noble a defence, that the 


Commander of the Imperial Army, by the 
authority of his maſter, offered him the Em- 
peror's daughter, the fair and beautiful Ge- 
niſſa, in marriage; on the condition of his | 
ſubmitting to the Roman State. And this 
marriage is ſaid to have been ſolemnized at 
Kaer-Glou,* or Gloui-Caſtra, (on the river 
Severne) that is at Glouceſter : this city 
taking it's name from Glouius, a natural 
ſon of the Emperor Claudius. But the Au- 
thor, the better to preſerve the unity of | 


place, hath confined the whole tranſaction 


to Wincheſter and it's environs ; in what 
manner the reader will perceive, by the fol- 
lowing pages. 
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Ker - Glou— Kaer, or Caer, in the old Britiſh lan- 
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'DRAMATIS PERSON. 


BRITO NS 


ARYIRAGUS, - - (Son of Cymbeline,) King of Britain. 


and 
CATHBERT, 


CLEWELLIN, - - Britiſh Bard. 
CoRILLUS, = Young Britiſh Volunteer, 
PErRIDUR, - - - Old Britiſh Peer. 


ARTHMAI1L, 
| : - Britiſh Chiefs. 


GYNANDRA, - Britiſh Amazon. 

DuNHEDA, - Mother of Corillus. 

Prefe& of Wincheſter, Britiſh Captain, * Atten- 
dants, &c. &c. 


ROMANS. 


Lvcivs, = General of the Romans. 
MuTivuvs, - - Roman Legate, 
HorRaTivs, - - a Roman Youth. 


GENIssA, Daughter of Claudius. 

Marcia, - - - Roman Matron. 

PLAUTIN a, (a Britiſh Lady,) Wife of Lucius. 
 METELLA, - (a Roman Lady,) taken Priſoner 
the Britons. 


Roman Matrons, Augur, Centinels, Captain, Soldiers, 2c. 
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A R V I R A G U 8. 
A TRAGEDY. 


A; C::To:k 


Scene, WINCHESTER. 


CAPTAIN of the BRITONS. on the Falls to the 
SOLDIERS within. 


Ye valiant Citizens ! me your . . 
Nor ſhower your arrows on the affailants' heads; 


Our foes defire a parly. For I ſee _ 
The olive-branch around the eagle twine'd. 


Enter a MESSENGER below, from the Raman Cams, 
with ſome SOLDIERS, carrying the Eagle aud Olive- 
Branch. 3 3 


MUTIUs. 
In name of Cæſar and the Roman Senate 
By noble Lucius ſent, 1 here demand 


Inſtant ſurrender of your ancient town - | 
es 1% ns 


(33 
Or, ſoon the battering rams ſhall level theſe 
Your boaſted bulwarks, as of late they've done 
The ſea-girt battlements of fam'd * Portceſter. 
And, bid your King Arviragus to pay 
The tribute (long negle&ed!) due to Rome. 
Thus laſting peace ſhall ſmile on Albion's land, 
And Roman friendſhip guard the Britiſh State. 


CAPTAIN on the Walls.) 


I as an individual ſoldier act, 
No power poſſeſs to grant or to refuſe 


Your proud demands : but, they ſhall be refer'd 
To our grand council and preſiding chief. 


Scene changes to the PALACE of ARVIRAGUS. 


ARVIRAGUS /in Council. 


My valiant, friends ſoldiers ! and citizens !* 


Your voices I demand: tho? in your looks 
I fead defiance of invading Rome. 


Speak thou the firſt, whoſe place demands reſpect, 5 
Wintonia's Prefect! give thy ſentiments. 


PREEECT 


Both this place and portſmouth were once a Roman ftation, ang 
known by the appellation of Portæ Caſtra. | 


(- $>7 
' PREFECT or WINCHESTER. 


Moſt mighty monarch ! pardon thy true ſervant, 

If, with a trembling voice, I dare diſſent, 
Dreading the horrors of deſtructive war. 

No city, and no nation on the globe 
Has yet been able to withſtand the arms 

| Of Rome's united legions : how ſhall we, 

Cut off from all reſources, few in number, 
Confine'd in narrow limits, fight with famine ? 


What if our walls, like thoſe of kindred Troy, 


Were built by Gods, impenetrably firm. 

Yet walls are ſcaleable, and hunger chills 

Heroic ardour : Frown not then, O King 

hate all ſlaviſh acts, born a free Briton; 

But terms of peace, if with ſome little tribute, 

Urged as we are by dire neceſſity, 

If ſuch can be obtain'd, let us accept; 

Thereby to ſtop th' effuſion of more blood, 

And ſpare the lives of faithful citizens. 
CATHBERT. 


I riſe with indignation, mighty chief! 
To hear ſuch frigid counſel ; can we doubt 25 
What conduct to purſue, when foes ſurround, 
BS © And 


„ 
And ſtorms of war loud thunder at our gates? 
I am no orator, profuſe of words; 

My rhetoric lies in my ſtrong arm and ſpear. 
If all the ſoldiers boldly feel like me; 

Let us not bear the ſlow decline of famine, 


But, while our nerves are firm, and ſine ws ſtrong, 


Throw wide our city gates—ruſh all amain, 
And cut with ſwords a paflage thro” the foe. 


ARTHMAIL. 


My ſoul congenial burns with Cathbert's fire, 
And I, with ardour emulous, approve 
His bold defign : and, to my daring thought, | 
For anſwer, let our haughty foes receive 
A flight of arrows levell'd at their hearts 


ARVIRAGUS. 


Brave youths, your ſpirit fires, I well percei ve, 


Fach Briton preſent war then is our choice, 


Rather than crouch beneath inſulting focs. 


Io thee, my friend, is due the praiſe of caution; 


But tho' we doubt not thy ſincerity, 

Tribute however ſmall, is tribute ſtill ; 

And death we muſt prefer, to purchaſed life. 
7 Ourſelf 


„ 

Ourſelf the peaceful ſceptre will lay by, 
And graſp the ſword and ſpear, and hold the ſhield, 
Pre-eminent in danger, as in ſtate. « 
Our foes are come clandeſtine on our iſle, 
Under fair friendſhip's guiſe, and unſuſpected. 
Had we fore-known their daring fleet's approach, 
Beacons had blaz'd o'er all our coaſts, and all 
Our leſſer ſtates had ruſh'd with one accord, 
And driven th' invaders headlong to the ſea; 
As erſt they did, when mighty Julius came. 
He, whoſe brave legions never knew repulſe, 
Who reign'd triumphant oꝰer the n globe, 
Firſt learn'd to tremble at the Britiſh arms, 
And fled * with tarniſh'd laurels back to Gaul. 
Nor could the nations' conqueror ſubdue 
Our free-botn fathers; till he ſow'd diſſention 
Among the chiefs, conquering by art not arms. 
For know, that Britain, world within herſelf, © $ 
While her brave ſons ſhall mutually accord, 
May hurl NI to whe world at 8 ne 


6 14 „„ Enter 


* Julius Ceſar, by t his own 8 was very mh baſed in his | 
firſt attempt to invade Britain; but Lucan (who was a favourer of 
Pompey) in his Pharſalia, ſays, that Cæſar actually fied from the 
invaded iſland his exp eſſion is very ſtrong : 


« Territa quæſitis oſtentat terga Britannis.“ 


Enter a MESSENGER. 


MESSENGER. 


My royal liege ! pardon thy ſervant's haſte 
And bold intruſion.— But, from yonder camp 
The legate is moſt urgent for an anſwer. 


ARVIRAGUS. 


Bid him preſent our greeting to the general, 
To Imperial Czfar, and the conſcript fathers > 
Tell them we with alliance with the ſtate; _ 
But know no cauſe free Britons have to render 
Tribute to any people on the eartn. 
While vital air our iſlanders ſhall breath, | 
To none, but th' immortal Gods, ſhall they 
Or worſhip render, or ſubjection own. 

Tho' Roman Cæſars boaſt their race divine 
From great Aneas, and the chiefs of Troy ; Y 
Britons may claim an equal pedigree, 
Nor is our virtue in our nothern clime 

By time degenerate, or our ſtrength impair'd. 
Kindred with Rome we claim—alliance ſeek, - 
But if ſhe threatens arms - arms we defy. 
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This is our anſwer—be it quick diſpatch'd, 
And let the Meſſenger depart in peace. 
Soldiers! guard well our walls—lock firm our 9 
And double-man each tower leſt unawares 
The foe ſurpriſe us in unguarded hour. 
If aught meanwhile may be adviſe'd or done, 
Ourſelf by night or day ſhall ſtill be found |. 7; 
For ever watchful for the common well 
Scene changes to the Roman CAMP, (time—the even- 

ing) the GENERAL in lis TENT, abi ” 


Enter MUTIUS 7 Me Henze, 10 | LUCIUS. th 5 


r ＋ l iy"! 4 
| Roman General. 


2 be e ak 
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Is this the meſſage, Mutius, n return ſt 
From you arts gs and a weighing? ; ba # 


_—_ 14 2 F * Dal 101 ö 


Such was their ak nk wer, " noble Lucid! ; 


ann 


We ſoon will put their boaſting 1 to a atrial, 
Unleſs our 1 ſhall the act * „ 
ls avs 7 And 


ES 
And ſome unlucky omen intervene, 
Jo- morrow's ſun ſhall view the town laid low. 
Meanwhile my chiefs, attend to my commands, 
Bid all our legions, at the dawn of day, 
Appear in arms complete, and at all points 
Attack the city with united ſtrength. 
The ſcaling ladders, and the battering rams 
Previous prepare : who firſt ſhall mount the OT' LE 
He, from our hands, for honour, ſhall receive 


A mural crown. 

After ſuch open and avow'd rebellion 

We give the reins to all the rage of war, 
Nor ſ 7, or age, or ſex: the king alone, 
Arviragus the bold, and his prime nobles, 
Be from che common lot decreed exempt, © 
In reſervation for a Roman triumph. 
And all the flower of the Britiſh youth 
For gladiators in Circenſian- Shews.* 

Our time is precious; call the + augur forth ; 
And by the ſecond watch expect my orders. 


(Exit Lucius.) 
Enter 


* Theſe Circenfian-Shews were in great efimation among the od 
Romans. Y 

Þ The ſuperſtitious Romans never undertook any great enterprize 
without previouſly conſulting their augurs, prieſts, c. | 1 


(- $2 
Fuer PLAUTINA (the wiſe of Lucius) with ns 
RoMAN MATAONS. 


_ PLAUTINA. 7 


Ye Roman matrons! followers, in the war, 


| Of your loy'd huſbands !—1I, your general's wite, | 


Receive your gratulation, on this eve, 


] The anniverſary of my nuptial rights, 


Tho' inwardly I grieve—you know too well 
The fate determin'd for my countrymen : 

I view the horrors of a city ſtorm'd ; 

My mind, in dreadful agony, preſages 


| The ruthleſs maſſacre of noble citizens, 


115.) | 


Euter 


ja + ; 
erpriz'Þ 


And blended vengeance of the fire and ſword. 
MARCIA. 


Noble Plautina ! for thy kindred race 


| Doubly thou ſuffer ſt—I have often heard 
Of thy great origin from Britiſh kings. | 


PLAUTINA. 


( 
PLAUTINA. 


My grandfire, late the fam'd Androgeus, 
Duke of the antient * Londiners, was led 
To follow Julius Ceſar, and his fortune, 
Won by his clemency, and high renown ; 
And when (the mightieſt!) he, and Pompey fought 
For the world's empire, on Pharſalia's plain, 
My generous anceſtor, from Britain, led 
A thouſand valorous youths in Cæſar's cauſe. 
Whom he prefer'd next to his favour'd legion, 
Grace'd with diſtinction, and for honour call'd 
The cohort of the Britiſh volunteers. 
How well they fought, and what perform'd, ye know. 
But yonder citizens I pity not 
As Fellow-Britons only, but as men. 

You Romans have a temple built to Mercy, 
And 


* 


The Roman ſtation on the banks of the Thames, on or near the 
ſpot where London now ſtands, u as called Trinobanta, and the in- 
habitants Trinobantes ; and according to authentic hiſtory, Andro- - 
geus, Dux Trinobantum, viz. Duke of the Trincb3ntes, out of ſome 
perſonal pique, deſerted from the Britiſh chiefs, ard went over to 
the party of Julius Cæſar, and was one cauſe of his conquering 
Caffibelan, the commander in chief of the Britiſn forces : and as the 
battle of Pharſalia happened not many years after the Roman con- 
queſt of Britain, it is not at all improbable that ſome of Androgeus's 
ſubjects might have followed Julius Cæſar, and actually appeared in 

_ his army at the famous battle here alluded to, tho' this circumſtance 
is not mentioned by any hiſtorian. | | 


( 38) 
And made her * feminine, to ſhew that ſhe 
Holds her chief reſidence in female breaſts. 


Enter a MESSENGER. 


MESSENGER. 


The captains wait your preſence, noble matrons ! 
To grace the banquet in the general's hall. 


PLAUTINA. 


I go—ye matrons now oppoſe your charms 
To the rough valour of the Roman warriors, / . 
Teach them humanity from your example, 
Soothe them with all your gentleneſs of mind, 
Jill they ſhall learn to pity the afflicted, 

And only fight to humble proud oppreſhon. 


* Both the Latin word Deus, and the Greek bees, are frequently 
uſed in the feminine gender, by the beſt claffical authors. —/Eneas, 
in Virgil, ſpeaking of his mother Venus, calls her “ Matre-Deo, 
literally “ Mother-God.”* 
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END of the FIRST ACT. 


ATE "IT: 
Scene, the SQUARE in WINCHESTER. 


ARVIRAGUS i his PALACE, with his ELDERS in 
conſultation. 


1ſt ELDER. 


| My royal liege I know not what to offer 
In this our laſt extremity, but hope ;— 
The ſole ſupport of mortals under miſery. 


hs MR ELDER. 
We little have to hope, but much to fear. 
"al ARVIRAGUS. 26 
What new misfortune have theſe times produced ? | 


2d ELDER. 


The convoy upon which our weal depended, 
With all the neceſſary articles 


Of 


13 


Of cloathing, arms, and food, from * Sarum ſent, 


Is taken by the foe. To balance this, 
Howe'er unequally, a ſmall reinforcement 


IThro' private paths, and veil'd in clouds of night, 


Enter'd the town. RS 
iſt ELDER. 


'Tis want, alas ! I dread, 
And not the ſword; to ſtrong extremity 
Muſt all ſubmit. | 


ARVIRAGUS. 


Still let us not deſpair : 
We yet have great reſources in the nation : 
As time permit the levies to be made, 
Our countrymen, from all parts will combine, 
And flock, in numerous troops, to our relief. 
But, if in ten long days no ſuccours come 
(And for that time, our walls will ftand the ſhock 
Of all the engines in the Roman power) 
We'll nobly ſally forth to meet the foes, 
And give them battle on the open plain. 


/ 2 5 Tr 


* Old Sarum, as it is now called, venerable even in its ruins, ap- 
pom to have been in ſome meaſure the capital of the Britiſh ſtates, 
h . during their ſubjection to the Romans; as _ 

enge, in the neighbourh was 2 the 
Dri: prong, 00d, pperently the cite Temyes 
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„ 
Enter a MESSENGER in haſte. 


MESSENGER. = 


| Arthmail and Cathbert, with two youths attendant, 
Demand admittance to your royal preſence. 


ARVIRAGUS. 
Whatever this portend ; give them admiſſion. 


Enter ARTHMA1L, CATHBERT, and two others. 


 ARTHMAIL. 


| As late I watch'd upon the weſtern wall, 
I mark'd th* unguarded out-poſt of the foe. 


CATHBERT. | 
And by the light of yon fair riſing moon, 
Upon the ſouthern ſtation, I obſerv'd 
A general confuſion in the camp, <-> 
And every mark of vain fecurity. 


ARVIRAGUS. 


1 


ARVIRAGUS. 


To what may this your information tend? 
Or do you, noble youths! now dare t' inforce, 
And po your bold advice in execution ? 


: CATHBERT. 
Some deity impells, and we obey. 
ARTHMAIL. 


Two others Join to ſecond our attempt : 
We each require an hundred choſen men : 
And theſe remain now drawn up in the ſquare, 
And only wait the royal approbation, 

To realize their bold adventurous thought. 

And by the friendly ſilence of the moon, 
March unſuſpeRed thro' the weſtern gate, 

Andruſh i n on th' unguarded — 


ARVIRAGUS. 


Before ſuch hazardous and bold emprize, 

Let us conſult ſome ſacred bard or ſeer. 
Call forth Clewellin ſtrait ; for he, well-verſe'd. 
And learn'd in all the Druid-myſteries, 

| Ether 2 ſacred viſion, dream, or emblem, ] 
D 4 5 | With 


5 CG: 3h. } 5 
With rage prophetic, faithfully foretells 
Ihe dubious iſſue of each dark event. 


{Exit a Meſſenger far the Bard. 


ARVIRAGUS, 


My generous youths! Arthmail and noble Cathbert ! 
You and your worth to me have long been known.— 


But who are ye? and chiefly thou? whoſe form 
Moſt beauteous, is ambiguous of it's ſex, 


GYNANDRA. 


My name's Gynandra, feminine my ſex : 
But little of the female arts I know, 
Bred from my youth to the rough uſe of arms, 
I ſcorn'd the diſtaff, and the feeble ſpindlo, 
Devoted to Diana, bore her boc 
And quiver'd arrows; and with tender feet 
Purſue d the timorous hare, and flying ſtag. 
And when advance'd in years, and ſtronger grown, 
I learn'd with hunter- dart to pierce the wolf, 
And meet the wild boar in his ſavage rage. 
And now 1 feel ambitious to embrue ; 
My well-aim'd arrows in the Roman blood. 


> 17 r 
Twice fifty choſen ſiſter Amazons, 
(Diana's votaries) ſupport my cauſe. 
ARVIRAGUS. 


What thanks, to thee, POO a Day" aro due? 
For warm'd by thine example, all the youths 
Will kindle, in their hearts, heroic fire. 

But what art Gon! ſo young and yet ſo bold? 


CORILLUS. 


Corillus is my name, in Sarum bred, 
Join'd by an hundred youthful volunteers, 
I haſte to try my courage gainſt invaders. 


Enter MESSENGER. 
MESSENGER. 


The prophet comes. 


 ARVIRAGUS. 
Bid him approach. 


C23 Enter 
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Enter CLEWELLIN. 


ARVIRAGUS. 


Say, ſage Clewellin ! haſt thou aught t' impart ? 
Speak boldly, as the favouring Gods inſpire, 
Without controul, the viſions of thy breaſt. 


CLEWEELIN. 


I ſaw the Roman eagle ſoar, 
T heard the Britiſh lion roar ; 
But no ſure augury from hence 
The myſtic deities diſpenſe. 
Again I ſlept beneath a branching oak, 
Near, where the Druid-temples riſe 
All open to the ſacred ſkies ; 
Fer my refreſhing ſlumber broke, 
The following viſion paſs'd before mine eyes— 
Young eagles, in their aery, lay, 
Two dragons ruſh'd upon their prey: 
Ihe parent eagles wheeling near, 
Scream in the terror of deſpair, 
Fight with their beaks, and wound the air. 
While Io! the rocks and caverns ring, 
As either dragon flaps his wing, 


And fierce inflicts his deadly ſting. 
| The 


T0023 
The birds of Jove, 
All vainly ſtrove, 
Then turn'd to ſhameful flight, 
Eſcap'd beneath the ſhades of night. 


ARVIRAGUS. (to the Bard. 


Thy emblems are all clear, may they prove true. 


ARVIRAGUS (ie the V. e ) 


Time preſſes onward—for the ſecond watch 
Is now commence'd.—And what you execute, 


Muſt haſtily be done. Good Bard farewell! 


(As the Bard is going off, Gynandra Ale Him. 5 


GYNANDRA. 


Prophet! vouchſafe a word &er thou depart'ſt. 
What is my fate, amid the ſcenes of war? | 


CLEWELLIN. 


Hail! thou fierce enthufiaſt-maid, 
— Ruth in arms — all undiſmay'd ! 

Pierc'd from chine unerring bow 
Many a warrior ſhall lie low. 


is 
1 
ky 
4 
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( 20 ) 
No Roman arrow, ſpear or dart, 
In battle, c'er ſhall wound thine heart. 


(Exit Bard J 


ARVIRAGUS. 
Encourage'd by the prophet's words proceed! 
And to allow his augury full force, 


Proceed in pairs | Arthmail and fiery Cathbert ! 1 
Head your brave party! and do thou ! Gynandra 
And young Corillus ! lead the next diviſion ! | 
And may the Gods, guardians of liberty, 

Proſper your bold and venturous emprize 


Scene changes to the CiTy-GATE, where GYNANDRA 
and CORILLUS are wnexfieftedly met by DUNHEDA, 
the Mother of CorILLUs. 


DUNHEDA. | 


Why thus eſcap'd clandeſtine from my roof? 
And why untimely clad in arms? my fon | 
Ere ſixteen ſummers have mature'd thy growth. gs 


CORILLUS. 
My father's glory fires my youthful mind. 
Like him to triumph, or like him to die. 17 
HY DUNHEDA. 


55 
 DUNHEDA 
Thy father perith'd in his country's cau . 8 


'Thou art too young to do thy country ſervice: 
Deſiſt! defiſt | till years confirm thy ſtrength, 


GYNANDRA. 


Deſiſt | weak woman | to perſuade thy ſon 1 
To turn his footſteps from the paths of honoug-: 
A Britiſh matron, during war's alarm, 
Feels for her country, more than for her ſon. 


DUN HEDA. 


Nor have I ever ceaſed to love my country. 
In all my nation's fortunes I partake : 
When erſt, at Hamo's * Port, by Hamo's hand, 5 | 
And Roman treachery, Guiderius fell, 
(The brother of our fame'd Arviragus) 
My three ſons periſh'd in the common cauſe ; 
But e'er they fell, beſtrew'd the ground with ſlain, | 1 
And tho' I wept their deaths, like men they died. 4 
But, my young ſon's untimely fate would prove Ts. 
A bloody. ſacriiice l to none effect 
„ GYNANDRA. 
* Hamo's Port, According to Geoſry of Monmouth, Southampton 


took its name from this Hamo, who * into the Britich camp, in | I 
_— and killed Guiderius. . | E 


( 22: ) 
|  GYNANDRA. | 
No more, fond mother !—time grants no delay. 
Inſtant we march to victory, or death. 
| DUNHEDA /to her fon.) 


May Roman archers ſpare thy tender frame ! 
Nor in the bud deſtroy the riſing flower 
In thee thy father—brothers—all ſurvive ;— 
And in thy life, thy mother's life ſubſiſts:— 


(Exeunt Gynandra and Corillus. 
 DUNHEDA. 
Ve Gods protect him in th' unequal fight 
Ward from the fatal ſpear his tender boſom, 
Stop the deſcending ſword, and bring him back 
To peace, to pleaſure, and a parent's love 
Exit. I 


Pg 


END of the SECOND ACT. 


ACT 


4er 


Scene, the Roman Came. 
Enter GyNANDRA and CoRILLUS. 


GYNANDRA. 


"Pas ſhouts ariſe from our victorious bands, 
Whom, in our ardour, we have left behind. 


' CORILLUS. 


Too far our venturous ſteps have preſs d before them, 
Let us retreat. 


GYNANDRA. 
Methinks amid the gloom 2 
I ſee a party of the Roman foe, 
* Thro? theſe we now muſt force our —_— way. 


CORILLUS. 
Advance we then, and join our braveſt efforts. 


ROMAN 
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ROMAN SOLDIER. | 


Yield to the Roman arms. 


GYNANDRA. 
We'll try them firſt. 


{They defend themſelves for ſome time, but at length are 
| ſurrounded and taken firiſoners. ) 


ROMAN SOLDIERS. 
We ſhall convey you to our general's tent. 


GYNANDRA. 


Convey us where thou wilt; our bodies chains 
Or dungeons may debaſe, but not our minds; 
They triumph unimpaired in perſect ſafety. 


Scene changes to the PALACE of ARVIRAGUS. 


— ARVIRAGUS. 


The laſt dull watch of tedious night is paſs'd ! 
And morning reddens in yon eaſtern ſky ; 
And yet no tidings from th' adyenturers ! 


Enter 


"Et 


(-"28- 2 
Enter a MESSENGER in haſte. 


ARVIRAGUS. 
What tidings ? ſay! and quick! 


MESSEN GER. 


A flying troop, under a cloud of duſt, 
Approaches near the walls, with Britiſh colours : 
They ſhout aloud, and by their ſhouts * ſeem 
Victorious. 


ARVIRAGUS. - 
And grant ye Gods] they may 
Enter ARTHMAIL and CATHBERT. 
ARTHMAIL. 
We come has, the heralds of much j joy; : 
Our faithful comrades follow with flow pace, 


Charged with the weight of arms, and trophies won; 


Of ſhields and creſted helmets, uſeleſs now 
To their fall'n owners: and, with maſſy plate, 


And ſilver bowls emboſs'd, in thoughtlels hour 


Exh of gay ſeſtivity ! 


3 -.* 


( 


( 26 ) 
But, by our ſwords a thouſand Romans ſlain, 
Turn'd their feſtivity to funeral griet. 


CATHBERT. 
And more! moſt gracious ſovereign! we have ta'en 
An eagle, ſtandard of the fourteenth legion : 
And amongſt other priſoners of rank, 
A virgin, young, and beauteous as the morn. 
ARVIRAGUS. | 
My generous valiant friends ſay | what reward 
Your king ſhall give ? to crown your great deſerts ? 
-  ARTHMAIL., 
I aſk no other than the lovely captive. 
CATHBERT. 
And her I claim, by right of conqueſt, mine.” 
 ARVIRAGUS. 


What you demand, it is not mine to give: 
In this reſpe& the captive ſhall be free ; 
Sacred her will, unmanacled her love, 

But if to either ſhe incline, with her's 

And her's alone, ſhall my conſent accord. 


Another 


( 27 } 


Another MESSENGER. 


III dings! 8 my liege! have I to utter! 
The two bold troops, by ſierce Gynandra led 
And young Corillus, after ſlaughter made 
Of the unguarded foe, are ſafe return'd ; 
But, both their leaders are or ta'en or ſlain. 


ARVIRAGUS. 


We hope the beſt :—for ſeldom hath the tongue 
Of our good prophet, yet been known to err. 
If captives, we may hope to gain their freedom; 
If ſunk in death, their country's omar: voice 
Shall celebrate their praiſe ; and in the ſong, 
Th' immortalizing ſong, their fame ſhall live. 


Scene, RoMAN CAMP. 


e 


F 
Some ſay, our great Diana in diſguiſe, 
Has made ſtrange havock in our camp laſt night. 


2d CENTINEL. 


Howe'er ſhe like a goddeſs fought laſt night, 
She's now a mortal, and our general's priſoner. ; 


” 7 ; Fo 


_ 


D 2 | Enter 


E 
Euter Lucius (the Reman General.) 


LUCIUS. 


Where is this homicide ? this furious maid ? 


Bring her, and her companion, inſtant forth. 


- Euter GyxAxNDRA and CORILLUS in chains. 
LUCIUS. 
Say what art thou? 
© GYNANDRA. 
A Britiſh Amazon. 6 | 
In Britain born, and on her mountains bred. 
LUCIUS. 
And what art thou? ſo young, in arms array d? 
CORILLUS. 
A Britiſh youth, and bred on Sarum's plains. 
LUCIUS. 
As rebels to the ſtate, ye both muſt die. 
GYNANDRA. 


(29. ) 
GYNANDRA. 
Then let me die in arms, a warrior's death ! 
Match me your | braveſt Roman in the held; 


And let my blood ſmoke on the victor's lance ; "IS 
Nor let Gynandra die a coward's death ! 


LUCIUS. 
We'll find a loot befitting wy high « crimes. 


_ 


(To the Officers i in waiting.) 
Lead off the priſoners. 


 GYNANDRA {to Corillus.) 


Courage! my youth! for thou ſhalt die with me! 
Prophet Clewellin now I heed thy words, | 
I was not born it ſeems to fall in battle. 


 CORILLUS 


And with thee FROG will I meet my fate. 
If not in battle, glorious is the death 
Which ever ſtamps us martyrs for our country, 
For law, for * wen order, virtue, freedom. 


R Exit | Gynandra a and 8 
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( 30 ) 
Enter AUGUR. 
LUCIUS. 
What omens? Augur!—will to-morrow's ſun 
Propitious ſhine for ſtorming yon proud city ? 
 AUGUR. 
Heard you but now Jove thunder on the left ? 
And when the prieſt led to Apollo's altar 
The milk-white ſteer : he fell without a ſtroke 


Self-ſacrifice'd —theſe omens are adverſe | 
(Exit Augur.) 


LUCIUS. 
Thy auguries are vain, deceptive prieſt ! | 
By what ſtrange fate perverſe, does it occur FE: 


That Romans, conquerors of all the world, 


Cannot fubdue that monſter, Superſtition ! 


Enter PLAUTINA. 


ehm 
What are thine auguries? my fair Plautina 
PLAUTINA. 


May they auſpicious prove for thy ſucceſs ! 


And the true honour of the Roman ſtate ! 
ap. LUCIUS 


$ 


(<= 
5 LUCIUS. | 
What think'ſt thou now of thy rebellious Britons? | 


And that bold heroine who hath thinn'd our camp? _ 
Is ſhe a ſample of their female vinue ? 


PLAUTINA. 


The Britons, good my lord! are bred to arms: 
When for their liberties they nobly fight, 

Fierce as the wolves, that howl upon their moun- 

tains.— „ 

The ſofter ſex are all alive to fame, 

Nor wiſh their huſbands abſent from the field 
When honour calls; and both in time of peace 
Mild of deportment, and of manners noble, 
Practiſe fair juſtice, and each ſocial virtue. 

That man of men, your Roman Demi-God, 


The mighty Julius, founder of your empire, 


(Cæſar, the firſt, and nobleſt of them all!) 
Who acted bravely, and recorded fairly, 
(As oft I've heard my fire Androgeus tell) 
Gave this * report of thy deſpiſed Britons. 


Ius. 


Jaſtus Czar, in his Commentaries, (tho' in a very conciſe 
manner) ſpeaks rather favourably of the general diſpoſition of the 


| Britons, but he particulat ly praiſes their military virtus. 


_ 
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One ſingle province ſuffer'd to revolt, 


With other priſoners, chat thy niece Metella 


E 
LUCIUS. 


he times admit not panegyric now: 


In few—what ſay'ſt thou? why thoſe daring rebels 


Ought not to ſuffer an immediate death ? 


PLAUTINA. 


More may be ſaid, than I preſume to offer : 
The founder of our Roman fame and glory, 
Strengthen'd his power by mild humanity, 
And conquer'd more by clemency than force. 
And are not all our conqueſts ſtill maintain'd | 
With the ſame arts, by which they were acquire'd ? 


LUC ICS. 


Firſt conqueſt and eſtabliſh'd government 
Moſt widely differ—as our ſtate now ſtands, 


Would ſhake the bafis of the Roman empire. 
All who revolt are rebels deem'd, and all | 
Who dare rebel, muſt ſuffer death alike. 


| PLAUTINA. 
Once more, my lord ! permit me to remind you, | 


Is 


I, 


Intruſted to my care to me are given 


(8) 
Is in poſſeſſion of the daring foe ; 
And fear'ſt thou not, repriſal may be made ? 


LUCIUS. 


Of that hereafter—I will own Plautina, 
This laſt bold action of the enemy, 
And zeal unanimous againſt invaders, 


- Women and ſtriplings ruſhing on to fight, 


Urge me to milder terms and now approaches i 
From neighbouring Gaul the daughter of our emperor, 


* 


Diſcretionary powers, either by marriage, 
Or juſt alliance, to conclude this war. 


PLAUTINA. 


Shine out ye ſtars! bright harbingers of peace! 
Deſcend fair equity | and check the ſtep 
Of cruelty and crimes! fo ſhall again 
Exuberant plenty bleſs my much-loved iſle, 
Commerce it's harbours fill—and agriculture 
Following the plough, with cheerful aſpe& ſmile. 


Scene 
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Scene, an APARTMENT in WINCHESTER. 
METELLA. 


Alas Horatius my dear, honour'd lord! 
How anxious and uncertain muſt thou be 
Of thy Metella's fortune ! nor for thine 
Do I leſs feel. For ſcarcely hadſt thou left 
Qur tent an inſtant, clad in ſhining arms, 
And brandiſhing.thy ſword, ere the fierce Britons 
Rufh'd in, and ſeizing, hurried me away. 
But thou too haply art a prifoner— 
Nor dare I aſk—leſt Cathbert in the rage 
Of diſappointment ſhould attempt thy life. 
Much do I dread that youth ; his rival Arthmail 
Is far more gentle; and ere-while he left me 
With ſoft reſpe&.—Yet, neither hint Il truſt. 
In ſtorms and tempeſts wooes the other youth, 
Obtruſive, bold, and inſolent of ſoul. 


Emer CATHBERT. 


| CATHBERT. 
All health and joy attend the fair Metella ! 
Will ſhe yet deign to ſmile upon my love, 4 
Nor treat my ardent paſſion with diſdain ? 1 


METELLA. 


(FF 
Ungenerous youth | why wilt tou perſecute 
A captive, who thy preſence cannot fly ? 
Who only from compulſion hears thee now ? 
CATHBERT. | 85 
Is this thy gratitude ? 
| METELLA. 
What gratitude ? . 
CATHBERT. 
Did I not 8855 thee from the ruthleſs fword?. 
By a more fatal ſtroke to periſh here. 
CATHBERT. 


Yet give attention. 


( Attemſits to take Hier ande draws it back.) 


Heedleſs as thou art, 
And raſh, forbear—know then I am another's— 
His is each breathing atom of my ſoul. | 

| CATHBERT. 


(38 7 
CATHBERT. 


' Another's art thou? hah | the tender Arthmail— 


He rules thy boſom, he hath gain'd a conqueſt, 
Where my unbounded love makes no impreſſion. 
Arthmail, henceforth I am thy bittereſt foe. 


(Going out.) 
'METELLA. 
; Thou art deceived—— 
CATHBERT. 


I ſaw him, as I enter'd, 
Paſſing from hence ſwear thou haſt not beheld him 
But no—I will not urge thee on to perjury— 
On him, on him ſhall fall my utmoſt vengeance. 
: Exit.) 


METELLA. 


Stay—hear me—he is gone - and I'm more wretched. 


Surely my inadvertence was a crime —_ 
Why had I not explain'd ?—may thoſe bleſt powers 
Who govern all below, this furious man 
Reſtrain from violence, and guard his friend! 


END of th THIRD ACT. 


ACT 


Scene, the OuTs1DE of the Roman Came. 


N EDA. 


Ire tried each avenue and been repulſed | f 
By ſurly guards—ah ! ne'er ſhall I again 
Behold my ſon—could I but in my arms 
Once more embrace him, could I in his boſom 
Pour my laſt breath, I ſhould depart in peace. 


Who, whence art thou? 


DUNHEDA. 
No danger fear from me, poor helpleſs * woman. 


che =. 
What would'ſt thou ? 
DUNHEDA. 


If a ſenſe of human woe 
May touch a ſoldier's breaſt, conduct my ſteps 
To where the Britiſh priſoners mourn their fate. 
7 Ea _ CENTINEL. 
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CENTINEL. 


Tho? uſed to ſlaughter, I yet feel as man. 
What. priſoners would'ſt thou viſit ? 


DUNHEDA. 


One alone—— 
The youth who lately with the warrior maid, 


Making his firſt eſſay, attack'd your camp. 


The mother only aſks to ſee her ſon. 
| . 
Follow—I will conduct thee to our captain, 
And a . he will not thy requeſt deny. 
DUNHEDA. 


I thank thee foldier—in the hour of battle 
May guardian genii hover round thy head. 
| (Exeunt.) 


Scene, the Roman CAMP. 


_ CORILLUS. 


As yet my lot, it ſeems, is undermined ; 
Nor anſwer the ſtern guards but with their frown 
When I enquire how fares the brave Gynandra ; 
And 


FA —- 


(39 ) 
And nature too is buſy round my heart— 
Not for myſelf I fear—but for the parent 
Whom unprotected I have left behind— — 
Whoſe ſupplicating voice I would not anſwer 
When with ambitious mo I hurried on 


To glorious war. | 
(Enter Dunheda and the Centinel.} 


CORILLUS. 
And is it poſſible ? 


Surely ſome pitying God hath brought thee hither — 


My mother | 
DUNHEDA. 


_ ny I my ſon ! 
(Embraces him and 7 faints. 7 


CORILLUS. 


If thou haſt ſenſe of hearing, power of ſpeech— 
Alas ! ſhe breathes not—ſoft—again ſhe moves— 


She looks on me—ſhe knows me—Oh Dunheda ! 


DUNHEDA. 
Thou art, thou art my ſon. ; | 
' (Falls on his neck. } _ 


E 2 | Enter 


* a 


— r . 


6 = 7 
Enter a CENTINEL with SOLDIERS. 
CEN rf. iti 
I come to beat thee to our general's tent, 
Whither the martial maid is gone before. 
r 
I ſhall obey thy ſummons. 
DUNHEDA. 
Oh! thou wilt not 
Thou can'ſt not leave me. 


CI ; hd 


Take the priſoner hence. 
| (To the Soldier.) 


DUNHEDA. 
| You ſhall not, ſhall not part us. 
 CORILLUS. 
_ Yet, awhile—— 
3 DUNHEDA. 
A parent ſpeak: —oh | heed a parent's prayer 
mY CORILLUS. 
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C4: 
CORILLLUS. 


Tis' all in vain farewell farewell Dunheda ! 
* 1 Exit Corillus. 


DUNHEDA. 
Preſerve him heavens ! preſerve my brain from 
madneſs! 
 CENTINEL. 


Intruſted to my conduct by our captain 
I will attend thee to the general's tent. 

Again, again, my friend humane, I thank thee, 
Oh] could we once more meet, once more embrace, 
Nothing ſhall break our union—death itſelf 
Shall not divide us, if a mother's voice 


Shall fail to ioothe this Roman general, 
Ann En x 


{Excunt. FY 
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Scene the SQUARE in WINCHESTER—ARVIRAGUS 
and his CAPTAINS. 


ARVIRAGUS. 
My chiefs, and friends] companions of the war! 
Long hath your martial ardour been reſtrain'd ; 
Aſter long waiting, and expectance vain, 


No fuccours are arriv'd, nor troops to aid 
In this our antient city's laſt defence : 


Therefore, brave Citizens! throw wide your gates, 


And hazard all in one brave glorious battle. | 
Call forth the bard, to give the martial ſong. 


Enter CLEWELLIN. 


ARVIRAGU 8. 


RNecite Clewellin! as thou'rt wont, As * 
That fires the warrior to heroic deeds : 


Curran Randing at | the * the Tent, and 
| _ eddreſſing the Military. 
CLEWELLIN. 


I to the battle, ye! ſhall go, 
Ruſh impetuous on the foe ; 


Ruſh on the foe, without diſmay, 


( 43 ) 
Like roaring lions on their prey : 
Or wolves, that from the mountain” $ rock, 
Deſcend upon the fleecy flock. 
Let your arrows' numerous flight 
Intercept the rays of light: | 
Fling the javelins—hurl the darts 
Infix them in the Roman hearts: 
And advance'd to nearer fight, 
Britons ! exert your ſteadfaſt might. 
Each meet his Roman in the field, 
With ſpear to ſpear, and ſhield to ſhield. 
And thou, Arviragus in ſcythed car, 7 
Break thro? the firmeſt ranks of war; 
(Vengeance and terror at thy fide) | 
O'er warriors, ſhields and helmets ride, 
Increaſe the torrent of the crimſon flood, 
And bathe thy horſes hooks, and rapid wheels f in- 
blood : OS 
If to the butle y helge B 
Shout nn ſhout ; ane. upon the Fog 
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( 44 ) 

{The troofes advance, when ſuddenly arrives My los, 

as a MESSENGER from the RoMAN CAMP, with 

a flag of truce.) | 

ä 

Hail! King Arviragus ! by Lucius ſent 
I come a joyful meſſenger of peace, 
With greeting and a friendly embaſſy. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

How I'm prepare'd for war, thine eyes behold. 
And thou art come, in luckieſt point of time, 
To ſtop th' effuſion of more human blood. 
Peace I embrace with rapturous delight, 
If peace can honourably be obtain'd ; 
If not; I ſtand prepared for further war.— 
Return this anſwer from a Britiſh king. 

MUTIUS. 

Our Emperor, mindful, that the ſame high blood 
Flows in the Britiſh and the Roman veins, 
Withes to ſtop that kindred blood's effuſion. 


ARVIRAGUS. 


Me Britons glory in our great deſcent 
And common lineage from the good Eneas; 


Brutus, 


11 5 ; 
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| (4 } 
Brutus, his offspring, our progenitor, 
His father by a random arrow ſlain, 
Fled from his native Italy, and harraſt ' 
By ſea and land with toils, at laſt arrive! 
At this our iſle, where having vanquiſh'd giants, 
And all the ſavage brood, he fixt his ſeat, 


And, London built upon the banks of Thames. 


MUTIUS. 


bi with this idea, mighty Claudius, 
Our reigning Emperor configns his * , 
Geniſſa, faireſt of th' Italian fair, 
Whom every hour we in our camp export, 


In marriage to the King Arviragus, 
On this condition, that he henceforth o.] 


Monted ſubjection to Imperial Rome. 
| ARVIRAGUS.” | 


Equal alliance with the State of Rome | 
My ſoul defires ; but, for the word ſubjection 
A Briton hears th infulting | term with ſcorn. | | 


| MUTIUS. 5 80 
Then Claudius hath already changed the term. 
And, in his general's name, I ſubſtitute 
Reciprocal alliance, and advantage. 


ARVIRAGUS. 


( 46 )) 
ARVIRAGUS. 


Speak thou, good Peridur! chief of my council ! 
Who knoweſt my people's ſentiments, and mine. 


PERIDUR. 


Full ſeventy ſummers have I breath'd the air. 
Follow'd thy father in his youthful fights, 
And in his friendſhip ſhare'd : nor even now 
Refuſe to wield the ſword, or place the helmet 
Upon my hoary locks. —My words are few.— 
War, for war's ſake, is horrid maſſacre | 
When, valiant in our country's cauſe we fight ; 
As fought thy father, and his anceſtors; 
Moſt juſt and honourable is the war. 
And, 'in ſuch glorious cauſe, I'd ſhed the blood 
That lingers in my veins ; but, when fair terms 
Are offered, and alliance with the ſtate, 
Confirm'd by marriage with the GINPEror's, daughter, 
To let ſuch opportunity paſs by, 
Deprives the nation of her firm ſupport 
0 8 85 th' invading Caledonian's ravage, 
A imperial bride. __- 
he live Arviragus ! in peace with Rome 


ARVIRAGUS. 


. 


(4 ) 


- ARVIRAGUS. 
What thou haſt ſeen, what heard, repeat to Lucius. 
To her, prime object of my high eſteem, : | 
Whoſe young and growing beauties I admired, | 
When erſt an hoſtage in th' imperial court, 
Bear my ſincereſt yows, and tendereſt love. * 
(Execunt.)} 
An APARTMENT in WINCHESTER. 8 555 
METELLA and ARTHMAIL. 
METELLA. 
Why Arthmail, art thou here? is this thy love? 
Thy unaſſuming love ? and that obedience 
"Thou yow'dſt to my commands? 


ARTHMAII. 
Reproach me not 

Unjuſtly, O Metella ! thy commands 
To me were ſacred laws; nor do I come 
Now as a lover, but a friend fincere : : 
To tell thee what events have lately happen'd, 
That gentle peace ſucceeds to bloody war, 
Peace ſanctioned by the marriage of Geniſſa 
With our renown'd Arviragus.—To loſe thee— 
And thy ſweet converſe, agoniſes all 


| My tortured heart ORs 
| METELLA. 


( 48 ) 
No more, 1 charge thee filence. 
ARTHMAIL. 


My will ſubmits to thine. Our monarch's orders 
I ſoon ſhall execute, and lead thee hence 
With every honour to the Roman camp. 
I haſten to collect the other priſoners, 
And ſtraightway ſhall return. 


METELLA. 


Thy wild behaviour, 
And kindneſs, youth, ſhall ever © bake a place 
Within Metella's mind.—But I intreat thee, 
Avoid to quarrel with the vengeful Cathbert. 


ARTHMAIL. 


His preſence I ſhall neither ſeek, nor ſhun, 
But ſhould his violence too far preſume, 


He may be taught to feel, that head-ſtrong paſhon 


Hath moſt to dread from ſteadineſs of temper. 


END of the FOURTH ACT 


ACT 


. 


( 49.) 


"KOT; 
Scene, the Roman Came. 
Lucius and PLAUTINA. 


. _- . LUCIUS. 
Tu E fair Geniſſa, Cæſarꝰs firſt· born daughter, 
At Hamo's port arrived, is now at hand. 
Are all the matrons ready to receive her? 


PLAUTINA. 


They are; with gratulations and with joy, 
Such as becomes her high imperial ſtate, 
And ſhews their intereſt in her happineſs. 


LUCIUS (to an Attendant.) 


Procure artificers, and thoſe expert | 
In their profeſſion. Bid them ſtrait ere& 
An hymeneal temple on the plain, | 
After the model ſeen at Rome; fince now 


The nuptials muſt be held in Roman manner, ; 3 
F And 
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1 
And bid the holy Flamens ſtrait prepare 
White heifers for unſpotted Dian's altar, 
And the grand facrifice t imperial Juno, 
The guardian goddeſs of the nuptial vow. 
Now let us to our tent, and view the priſoners, 
Fer we their bonds diſſever, grateful taſk ! 
And ſend them back rejoicing to their country. 
8 (Exam) 


Scene, the PAL Ack. 
Enter ARVIRAGUS and a BRITISH OFFICER. 


ARVIRAGUS, 

Our friends, ſo long expected, are arrive'd, 
And on the neighbouring heights have pitch'd their 
| any | ok. 
A countleſs hoſt, all with one mind inform'd, 
To guard their king, their liberties enſure. 
For who, however low in his condition, 
Feels not the flame of liberty within ? 
What Britiſh heart, howe'er deteſting tyrants, 
Burns not with zealous warmth t ward Britiſh kings, 
Proud to ſupport the fathers of their country ? 
What Britiſh monarch, conſcious of true glory, 
Exults not in the tribute of aſſection 


Receiye'd 


( ##-7 
Receive'd from friends, from children, not from ſlaves f 
Go thou—acquaint them with the Nate of things 
As now they're circumſtance'd—hbid them diſband 
Their troops, while every leader we invite, 
Dukes, princes, and in all their different diſtricts- 
' Rulers ſubordinate; t' attend our nuptials,. 7 
And pay due homage to our royal bride. 
 (Exeunt.) 
Luctvs, PLAUTINA in his Tents 
CorlLLus, GrxANDRA, HokaTlys, Gre. Ke. 
Our priſoners treat with merited attention, 
Shew them that Romans generous in their nature, 
Know to eſteem the brave; and theſe have mark d 
Upon our creſts ſure traces of their valour. 
Horatius! thou conduct them to the city, 
Bring in exchange our and thy own Metella! 
For whom now many a night, afflictive care 
Hath dim'd thy watchful eye, and pale'd thy cheek : 
Nor have we ceaſe'd her abſence to lament, | 
And ſhall with thoughts of trueſt joy expect her. 


F 2 4 Enter 


(52 ) 
Enter DUNHEDA and CENTINEL. 


{Falls on her Knees.) 


Oh ſpare his tender youth !—ſpare my Corillus— 
And give him to a mother, who endeavour'd 
With all her power to keep him from the fight. 
Oh Lucius, noble Roman, ſpare my ſon. | 


PLAUTINA. 

Be comforted—ſupport her—raiſe her youth. 

Thy ſon is ſafe—his freedom is determined. 
DUNHEDA. 

And is this true! Oh Lucius! O Plautina! 
My ſon ! ſpeak, ſay, is this a certainty? 
No falſe creation of my doating fancy ?. 

CORILLUS. 
It is moſt true Dunheda—l am free. 


DUNHEDA. 


Why fails my ſpeech ? why burſt theſe briny tears < 
Oh agony of joy! thank them Corillus— 
Oh never may a ſon of their's in battle 
Untimely fall—but in the hour of age 

= May 


( 


May all their children with reſpectful dumm 
Surround them cheer infirmity and pain, 


And ſmoothe the path of nature to the grave. s 


* "EQCIUS: 
Proceed Horatius—lead her on good youth. 
Erxeunt. ) 
-vetvs. | 


Now to our preparations—hark | Geniſſa 
Is now arrived - theſe trumpets loud proclaim 
Her wiſh'd approach do thou with ſpeed attend her 


While I ſhall regulate the 1 proceſſion. 
. J 


- Ani in WINCHESTER. 


ARTHMAIL e to the Seiffen 


ARTHMAIE. 


| de the tice e wane : 
Till I ſhall join them with the fair Metella: 


Enter ſuddenly CATHBERT. | 


73. ARTHMAIL. 
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„% 
ARTHMAIL. 
Who ſhall ſtop our progreſs ? 


CATHBERT. 
My arm—and this good ſword. : 
(Puts his hand to his fword.) 


| Retire—retire— 
Nor brave in me thy monarch's juſt reſentment. 
CATHBERT. 
Thine be the arts of courts, to ſoothe with flattery 
The regal ear—thine be the arts of love, 
To ſteal upon the unwary female heart. 


My rugged nature, proud in honeſt truth, _ 
Diſdains theſe falſe refinements ; nor ſhall kings 


Or baſe perfidious friends, when groſsly injured, 
Retard my vengeance ;. like the lightning's flame 
Immediate, and reſiſtleſs is it's ſtroke. . 
ARTHMAIL. 
Thy violence I heed not. 


CATHBERT. 


= I 
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Ha! deſpiſe me! | 
Then Arthmail haply never ſaw in Pea | U 

. [ 

' 


My rapid courſe, the terror of my arm, 
When his weak ſteps have labour'd far behind, 
And he hath wiſh'd, but could not emulate 


My daring valour. 
ARTHMAIL. 


x2 
I have 995 thy valour. 
And ſide by ſide we oft have mow'd our way 
Through adverſe ſquadrons. But this field of battle 
Will add no fame to glorious trophies won. | 
This time of peace, far other deeds requires 
Than civil broils—and friends aſſaulting friends. 
CATHBERT. 
Friends !—thou my friend ! er 1 
| ARTHMAIL, 
I am—who from thy mind 
Would baniſh diſcontent, and jealous rage, 
And cloathe it in tranquillity again. 


CATHRERT. 


4220) 3 
 CATHBERT. 


Doſt thou not love Metella ? art thou not, 
To my diſhonour, ordered to convey her 
To yonder camp? doubtleſs t engage her friends 
In preference to me, to give the maid 
To thy ſuperior claim ? bringing her back 
Free, and reſtore'd in ſafety to their arms, 
Thus favour'd by thy ſovereign's partial choice ? 
Away all lenity—revenge is here , 
The trueſt 1 thyſelf. : 

| (Draws his feword.) 


ARTHMAIL. 
CATHEERT. 


I fs without 2 
The coward's fate. 


ARTH XIII. 
Nay, then—/draws) I am prepared. 


They fight. Enter eagerly METELLA, who ruffies 
between them at the inſtant when CATHBERT hath 
received a wound rem ARTHMAIL. 


 CATHBERT: 


N 


CATHBERT. 
Wounded to death 


METELLA. 


Ceaſe—ceaſe this fierce contention, 


Your love, your animoſity refign— 


You know me not I am the niece of Lucius 
The wife of that Horatius, whom in arms 

Vou met at Hamo's port when firſt we landed; 

| Whoſe proweſs you admire'd, and deeply felt 
Through all your ranks.—Speak I to faithleſs ears ? 


Here 1 is a witneſs of the truth I utter. 


Enter Rona ene PRES. She ruſhes into is arms. 


My lord my W my Horatius ! 


_HOSALINS. 
Deareſt Mciella! 


c ATH arr. 


Oh! 1 faint—thy arm 
| Support me, Arthmail. 


HORATIUS. 


£03 
 HORATIUS. 
Soldiers, you aſſiſt him, 


CATHBERT, - BM Ib 


Horatius with aſtoniſhment beholds us 11 
Each circumſtance diſcloſe to him Metella— | Fr 
Nor will he blame.— EL 
METELLA {to Horatius.) 
For thee, for thee I fear d, 1 
Leſt if a priſoner, — oP. * 
7 11 
HORATIUS. 
Thou ſhalt tell me all, | 7 
As on we move to mix with the proceſſion. 4 
1 8 | | Le 
METELLA. ET W 
Pity and grief I bear with me along, Da 
Nor will thy tender kindneſs, my Horatius, Fa 
Eraſe for many a year the deep impreſſion. * 
HORATIUS, 7 
Now quit with me this ſcene of blood and terror. 
Su 


{Excunt Horatius and Metella. ) 


CATHBERT. 


1 80 


( 59 ) 
CATHBERT. 

She pitied me ſhe drop'd a tear at parting— 
But love and rage from me retire; they follow 
The ſanguine ſtream which trickles from my heart. 
Friendſhip ſurvives—friendfhip is ſtrong in death. 

Forgive me—oh! forgive me generous Arthmail. 


ARTHMAIL. 


O!] would my life could fave thee ! noble youth, 
Thy pardon I implore—canſt thou forgive 
Th' unwilling hand which gave the fatal blow? 


CATIH BERT. 


Mine was the fault—my paſſion raiſed to fremy: 2 
Vet unſuſpecting that ſhe was another's, 
We loved and fought clear our united fame — 
Darkneſs o'erwhelms my ſight I leave thee Arthmail 
Farewell farewell. — | 

Dies, ſinking on Artimail.) 
ARTHMAIL. 

Cold damps ſurround his brow— 

Support him friends! and bear him gently fort. 
(Soldiers carry off Catiibert.) 
„ ARTHH MAU. 


( 6 ) 


ARTHMAIL. 


Ever this day ſhall be by me remember'd _ 
With pangs of ſharp remorſe—thy fall, my Cathbert, 
The ſtate ſhall mourn, and all our warrior hoſt : | 
While great Arviragus amid his pomp, | 
Or ſeated on his radiant throne ſhall ſigh, 
Hearing this tale of woe by me related. 

1 8 Exit.) 


The Proceſſion. Ro AN and BRITISH SOLDIERS— 

bearing the Lion and the Eagle—the Choir finging— 
ARVIRAGUS and GENISSA—Lvucivus and PLAU- 
TINA—the other Characters in the filay—Soldiers, 
Sc. 


'O D E. 
' STANZA ift. 

O Sun! exulting in thy radiant ſphere ! 
And thou, fair fiſter ! milder Luna! hear 
And both propitious deign to ſhine 
As your azure race you run, 

On Cymbeline's illuſtrious ſon, 
While he joins his kingly hand, 


1% i 


In chaſte R s flowery band, 
With the fame'd female of the Julian line 


STANZA 2d. 


0 Hymen ! godhead heavenly bright ! 
Inventor of the nuptial rite! 
Whoſe magic harmony imparts 
Thoſe tender thoughts, conneCting hearts, 
Look down with favour from the ſkies, 
And view thine honour'd temple riſe. 
And grant! that thoſe, who enter now, 
To perform the nuptial vow ; 

Cæſar's daughter—Britain's heir— | 
Thy choiceſt influence may ſhare |! £ 
Grant them a progeny, to reign 


Lords of the land, and ſovereigns of the main! 
(The Clioir remains, fi inging the chorus. 5 | 


Sa draws—ARvIRAGUs and GENIS8A, ſeated on 
the Throne, ſurrounded by FTI Chiefs, War- 


riors, Sc. Wc. 
ARVIRAGUS. 


Amid the general joy, which peace inſpires, 


And what I feel of individual bliſs, 


G  Arthmail! | 


1 
Arthmail ! I mourn for thee, and for thy friend ; 
To thee full pardon we accord—his death 
Be on his head. —Provoke'd by jealous fury. 
Yet we regret upon this happy day | 
To loſe one brave defender of his country. 
On thee Corillus, fhall be ſhower'd our favour, 
Live honour'd in our court, thou, and Dunheda. 


(To Gynandra.) 


For thy heroic deeds illuſtrious maid ! 
Britons beyond all nations on the earth 
Henceforth ſhall pay due homage to thy ſex. 
Thy fortunes to Genifla we commend, | 
Nor doubt thy worth will in the hour of peace 
Equal thy fame in war. 


; 


GENISSA, 


Thy recompence 
From me expect Gynandra, nor believe 


What my lord wills, ſhall be by me forgotten. 
With all his generous, all his patriot thoughts 
My mind I truſt ſhall ever correſpond ; 
Nor is the country I have left behind, 

Dearer than that which I have now adopted. 


 GYNANDRA. 


( 63 ) 
GYNANDRA. | 
My thanks are yours, ye ſovereigns of my love. 
But tempt me not from thoſe ſequeſtred ſcenes 
To which I now repair; once more to range 
The deſart heath, or climb the mountain high; 
To pierce the furzy brake, or tangled grove ; ; 
Diana's votary ever. But ſhould war | 
Again ariſe, ſee me at all times REY 
To graſp the ſpear and ſword, and bend the bow; 
To die or conquer in my country” s cauſe. 


ARVIRAGU 8. 


We tux no chains upon thy mind, Gynandra, 
Thy own free choice is ſanQtion'd by thy king. 


I his Chiefs.) 
For what reſpoſts our ſtate-affairs—you know. 
We have preſerve'd the honour of our land, 
No ſervile terms diſgrace my free - born Britons. 
Lucius with nobleneſs of heart propoſe d 
And well hath ratified our laſting league; 
The ſacred pledge of which confirm'd alliance 
Behold in her, who now partakes my throne, 
And whom receive, and honour as your queen. 
(Mufic—and the Chorus of the Ode refreated.) 
Gun _ ARvIRAGUS 


C0 3 


ARYXIRAGUS and GENISSA riſe from their Throne 
and come forward. | 


ARVIRAGUS. 


For what remains, ye princes |—warriors ! friends 
Let us improve th' advantages of peace. — 
Repair the ravage of deſtructive war: 
Your ſpears vindictive into ploughſhares bend— 
Subdue the ſtubborn glebe—bid plenty ſmile 
O'er Britiſh healthful hills, and fruitful vales !— 
Wide as our ſceptre ſhall controul the land, 
Let bright-eyed ſcience her domain extend, 
Till my free ſubjects ſhine in arts as arms; 
And Britain vies with Rome, and ancient Greece! 


END of the FIFTH ACT.  __ ; 


 STANZAS 


STANZAS 


ODE ro r WARLIKE-GENIUS. 


OP 


GREAT-BRITAIN. 


i 


* 


WARLIKE ODE. 
1 


1 MMO RTAL Power ! to whom by Heaven 
The care of Britain's warlike iſle is given, 
Whether thou ſport'ſt upon the waves, 

While round ber ci Gt Oben M 
Whether thou guid'ſt the ſtorm of night 

Or rule'ſt the light'ning's winged fliglit; 
Re 85 | 13 : I 


* 


* The Firſt Edition of this Ode was publiſhed in the ſummer of 1 
1778, when the nation was, as now, threatened with an invaſion. | NT 


666) 
Behind thee fear and dire diſmay, 
Before thy face while terrors fly, 
Blackening with gloomy c! 'ouds the ſky, 
And mark thy dreadful way : 
What ſhall thy near approach withſtand, 
When vengeance arms thy red right hand ? 
When (every wheel inſtinct with war). 

| Forth iſſues thy impetuous car, 
Which, whirling rapid thro' the tkies, 
(From motion kindling as it flies) 

; 08 Streaming, like meteor, to the troubled air,” 


On angry pinions fiery dragons bear. 


II. 
Behold ! with joy thy native plains, 
Where martial {pirit proudly reigns ; 
Freedom, —Goddels heay'aly bright, 
Again prepares for vigorous fight: .. - 
| Mule of Glory! Clio ſing, 
Let Freedom ſound from every ſtring) 
And trace her birth from the 80 eat ſource of light. 
III. Genius 


<6) 
III. 
Genius of Britain] view the plains 
| Where military Virtue reigns. 
Pallid Fear her vain arms „ 
Ilcdly ſpreads: While Glory warms | 
TW intrepid ſoul ih her celeſtial charms, bY 
The ſtandard rears, and calls to arms, 
Ye ſons of Britain hear ! 
From her refulgent ſphere 
Aloud ſhe ſhouts, —and opes the bright abodes 
Of Heroes, and of Demi-Gods ; 3 
On ſeats of burniſh'd gold, 
Where Arthur—Alfred ſat of old: 


—The great examples fire— 
— To deathleſs deeds inſpire,— | 
The ſons of F reedom riſe—they claim 
Their birthright—the reward of fame : 
They catch the blaze of energy divine; 
As from their poliſh'd arms the ſun- beams baue | 
ſhine, | 1 


IV. Gallia's 


( 68 ) 


0 
Gallia's pale Genius ſtands aghaſt, 
(The lilies wither in her hand,) 
Her fleets receive the favouring blaſt, 
But dare not touch on th' adverſe land: 
On England's rough and rocky ſhore, 
She hears th' awaken'd Lion roar. 
XVIII. 
On every heath, on every ſtrand, 
New raiſe'd battalions grace the land: 
To arms the hollow vallies ſound, 
To arms to arms—the hills rebound; 
Echo, well-pleaſe'd, repeats the voĩce around. 


Secure within their native iſle, 

Britons at vain invaſion ſmile: 

Their fleets triumphant o'er the main 
Old Ocean's empire yet maintain. 


(„ 
* While laurels erſt that Jervis grace: d and Howe, 


Shine with freſh luſtre on a Duncan's brow. 
And may ſuch laurels peace and plenty bring 
Jo free-born Britons and their patriot King 


Theft two lines were added at the time of Duncan's naval victory 
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